WHY NOT STAY AT HOME?
tacle of Inexperienced travellers, brought up on
these myths, desperately doing their best to make
external reality square with fable. It is for the
sake of the myths and, less consciously, in the
name of snobbery that they left their homes 5 to
admit disappointment in the reality would be to
admit their own foolishness in having believed
the fables and would detract from their merit
in having undertaken, the pilgrimage. Out of
the hundreds of thousands of Anglo-Saxons who
frequent the night-clubs and dancing-saloons of
Paris, there are a good many, no doubt, who
genuinely like that sort of thing. But there are
also very many who do not. In their hearts,
secretly, they are bored and a little disgusted,
But they have been brought up to beiieve in a
fabulous * Gay Paree,' where everything is de-
liriously exciting and where alone it is possible to
see what is technically known as Life. Con-
scientiously, therefore, they strive, when they
come to Paris, to be gay. Night after night
the dance halls and the bordellos are thronged
by serious young compatriots of Emerson and
Matthew Arnold, earnestly engaged in trying to
see life, neither very steadily nor whole, through
the ever-thickening mists of Heidsieck and
Roederer.